can't get out without saying anything. I want to
take you with me. I want you for ever/'

" Please . . .," she begged.

She rang again.

A decade of time seemed to have passed since
the man came in for the lobster plates and re-
placed them with the chicken patties.

He set a lemon sponge before her and went
away again. The door closed once more, and
they were alone. She did not know whether she
wanted to be alone with him or not; she felt
bewildered and scared.

He said: "Seriously, Doreen, we've got to
arrive at some conclusion. We've got to be
sensible. There is so little time left."

"How can we be sensible about anything so
extraordinary."

" It isn't extraordinary really. It has happened
a great many times before in life." He was rest-
ing his elbows on the table, and his chin on his
hands, and watching her with steady dark eyes
which she knew would take no nay. "A girl
married a man too old for her. It isn't his fault,
he cannot help his age; it isn't her fault, she is
too young to foresee what will happen. Then
there comes along the real thing, somebody her
own age, somebody she can love properly, and
she falls desperately in love with him."

" But what is the answer?"

" I don't know.   That is for us to decide/*

She lit a cigarette quietly, inhaling the smoke;
then she said: "I ten you, Peter, the answer is
that I abide by my word and stay here with
Charles,"